THE LIQWS MOUTH

was wooded, the mountain rose very sheer,
and we made the slowest progress for nearly
ah hour. Then we must have passed over
some crest, for all of a sudden we found
that the ground was falling and the roar
of the torrent had sunk to a steady, crisp
rush.
With every step, this change became more
apparent, and when the wood gave way to a
level stretch of meadow, I could have thrown
up my hat.
Two minutes more and we stood upon the
bank of the stream. *
The night was starlit, and after the black of
the forest we seemed to be able to see extremely
well.
The torrent was something wider than it
had been at the bridge, and its bed was littered
with boulders great and small. Between these
it thrust its way without much fuss, displaying
none of the fury it showed below. Indeed, I
was surprised at its patience, until I had
found a stick to use as a sounding-rod.
So far from my touching bottom, the stick
was whipped out of my hand, and when I had
found another and had braced it against a
stone, we found to our consternation a depth
of nearly four feet.
To ford such a head of water was out of our
power, and though by day we might have
picked a way over by leaping from rock to
rock, we dared not attempt by night so horrid
an exercise.
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